A    MEETING    WITH    TRUTH

the Emperor (it was about the time when the earliest
fine pots were made, which fetch so much in Boston)
sent emissaries to ask him to be viceroy of a province,
he replied that he was too busy watching a frog dive
into a lily-pond. But there is also extant a story about
him saying that he had dreamt he was a butterfly and
that, for the rest of his life, he would not know whether
he was a man dreaming that he was a butterfly or a
butterfly dreaming that he was a man.55

"Tight, I expect," said Aubrey surprisingly, with his
usual gurgling laugh.

"Not at all/* said I; "he knew a lot more about it
than most of our modern philosophers, let alone all the
business men to whom you object. But am I to go on
with my story?55

"Carry on/5 said Aubrey, encouragingly, and emerging
so far from his gloom as to fill his glass to the brim,
"what was it?55

"You seem to have forgotten rather rapidly. But it
doesn5t matter: I will go on. I will tell you what
happened to me in Venice.55

"Leave out anything you don't want to tell/5 he
interrupted, with some coarseness. I was tempted to
reply rather hotly, but remembered that I was playing
the game of distracting him, and merely remarked:
"Now, are you going to listen?"

"Of course I am, old boy/5 he responded. "Carry on.55

"Well/5 I went on mollified, "you can hear about
my meeting with Truth, which I don5t know whether
it was a dream or not.55 Aubrey murmured something
about grammar, but I went on, taking no notice.